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Im not gay.. | promise? 


Generally, Nikki wasn't one to stare, or even give a fuck about whoever else was in the room. But he couldn't 
stop. He twiddled his thumbs absentmindedly, eyes trained on the redhead across the room currently trying to 
light a cigarette. 


His name was Axl Rose, apparently. Lead singer for a band called Guns N! Roses that had broken into the scene. 
They weren't bad. He'd only heard a few songs unintentionally here and there, and he liked what he heard. This 
Axl kid had a lot of talent of his sleeves-- or well, lack thereoff, considering his wardrobe consisted of poorly 
cut up t-shirts and tight leather pants. 


Speaking of tight leather pants, they were hugging his curves amazingly. His thighs were far from being twigs, 
and the skin tight fabric only accentuated that. Not to mention the incredible amount of tension in the crotch 
region. Don't just stare at someone's junk, Sixx, you're not a pervert. Well, you are. But still This is a guy we're 


talking about. 


Nikki wasn't gay or anything, right? He liked women. Tits and pussy and all that. Not dicks. But.. Axl looked like 
he was packing some heat and he wouldn't deny that he was curious as to what that heat looked like. For uh, 


scientific purposes, of course. 


It appeared that his very obvious staring had captured the attention of the vocalist, who in turn rolled his 
eyes and took a few quick strides across the room, RIGHT in front of Nikki's face. "Hey, idiot. You gonna say 
something or do you plan at staring at me all right? l'm pretty sure you're supposed to be on stage soon" Oh 
yeah, They were playing a show together. He kinda forgot since he was so dead focused on the literal god 


bestowed upon him. 


Nikki glanced up and stared right into those sparkling eyes, currently conveying pure annoyance. And sass. A lot 
of sass. He fumbled for an answer, licking his lips nervously. "Uh, just wanted to say you sounded great 
tonight" He rubbed the back of his neck, hoping that his answer would be enough to satisfy his curiosity. Axl 
had to be used to getting gawked at, anyways. 


Axl rolled his eyes again and scoffed, hooking his thumbs in the waistband of those figure-hugging pants. 
"We're great, | know." He retorted, pairing it with a bit of a hairflip. His features softened, chuckling under his 
breath. "No but really, thanks. I'm sure you'll be great too." He even flashed him a bit of a flirtatious wink, 
before stepping out of the room to try find a lighter that actually worked. 


Nikki just kinda... stood there. Did he just wink at him? God he was hot. WHY WAS HE SO HOT? NIKKI WASN'T 
INTO GUYS. Sex was sex, right? Didn't really matter who he was sticking his dick into. 


Axl looked like a goddamn chick anyway! But Axl didn't seem to be an easy target. No no, he would be a 
challenge. But hey, who doesn't like a good little challenge every so often? Nikki was a goddamn Casanova. Axl 
would be begging for it when he's done. 


Interrupting his train of thought was Tommy, who was insisting it was time for them to get their sorry asses 


on stage. 


Hopefully Axl stuck around, he wanted to talk to him later. 


Nikki is an idiot. 


As to be expected, the show went off without a hitch. Vince was great, Tommy was great, Mick was great, 
and of course Nikki was the best. Definitely NOT full of himself or anything. Not at all. He deserved the 
recognition He unslung his bass guitar off his torso and onto the rack backstage, panting softly as he wiped 
some sweat away from his forehead. Who knew playing in a small venue full of other people would turn into a 


literal sauna? Never again 


While fanning himself with a random flyer he found on the ground he heard a familiar laugh outside in the 
alleyway, which got his attention. Could it be..? Only one way to find out, dumb ass. 


Nikki peered his head around the corner, spotting the familiar golden red hair and bandanna with a couple of 
other figures he couldn't properly identify them. Oh well, may as well make himself known to the general public 
instead of spying on Axl like a total fucking creep, right? Right. 


He sauntered his way down the alley and right beside Axl, holding back from grabbing his ass while he made 
his way over. God, it was so tempting. He looked way too good in those pants. It should be illegal, really. The 
vocalist hummed, as if acknowledging his existence without properly saying hello. It was now obvious that he 


hidden individuals were Izzy and Duff, who both offered him a smile and went back to bickering between the 
two of them. Huh, guess Axl was just watching this debate about.. donuts(?) go down. 


"Hey. Nice seeing you here." Axl piped out, amused grin on his lips. He looked a little bit more worn since the 
last time he saw him, probably just from babysitting the rest of his band mates all night. Not to say he didn't 
still think he was the most beautiful man he had ever seen, though. Ahem. Still not gay. 


"Hmm. Wanna go for a walk or something? Doubt you feel like watching these knuckleheads argue all night long." 
This was mostly just an excuse to get him alone, but Axl didn't need to know that. He may have been just a 
tiny but possession already. Just wanted to get to know him, that's all. To his surprise Axl smiled, patting 
Nikki's arm and quickly muttering an excuse to Duff and Izzy. "Let's hit the town, Sixx." Would it hurt to call 


him by his name?. 


Nikki made sure to walk just a little bit behind him, mostly to stare at his ass the entire time. Not a pervert. 
"So, you been in the music business long?" He piped out, deciding it was best to make small talk while he stared 
at Axis ass. It was only polite, or something. "Kinda? | formed Guns N' Roses a few years back. But | guess 
we're still new compared to you guys." He shrugged, flipping some hair over his shoulder. Cute. "Well, you 
fooled me. You look like a fuckin’ pro out there." You looked really hot, too. He kinda wished he wasn't too busy 


staring at his ass, since he would love to see the look on his face right now. 


Axl chuckled under his breath, pausing as they stepped under a street light. "You done staring at my ass yet? 
| feel like | have a stalker with the way you're just fuckin’ walking behind me the entire time." Oh shit, Sixx. 
You've been found out. He sputtered like a fish out of water, quickly catching up to him and staring at the 


floor. "| was NOT staring at your ass." He grumbled unconvincingly, only causing the redhead to laugh again. "I'm 


hot, its fine." He gave Nikki another quick, reassuring pat on the arm, clicking his tongue against the roof of his 
mouth. Smart ass. 


"Wanna come drink in my hotel room?" He blurted out, eyes widening as he kept his eyes peeled to the 
pavement beneath his boots. He didn't mean to say that. At all. He heard another hum before Axl tapped him 
on the shoulder, lips RIGHT by his neck. "Sure, I'd love to." 

Oh no. This was going to be so bad. But so, so good. 


Hopefully he didn't fuck him. 


Hopefully he did. 


Nikki is an idot pt 2 


Author's Notes: 
I've decided the year will be [181-basically when Guns N' Roses made it big. 


Nikki never expected Axl to agree to spending the night with him. Nor did he expect to have the redhead 
sprawled on his bed and leaving no room for him to actually sit down. Well, guess he should've expected him to 


be a diva 


He walked over to the emergency stash of alcohol from the cute mini fridge that came with the room, 
reveling in the perks of being a rock star. It was all mini fridges from here on out, boys. Only the best for 
MrSixx over here. "Do you have a preference at all?" He asked, currently leaned over with his head shoved 
inside the fridge mentioned earlier. Axl pursed his lips, then quickly shrugged his shoulders. "| mean, | guess not. 


Alcohol is alcohol" Wow, a man after his own heart. An alcoholic. He was swooning. 


He grabbed the nearest bottle he could see and closed the door, having to sit in the armchair close to the bed 
since it was currently being occupied. "Jack Daniels? Not bad" Axl smirked, swiping the bottle from out of 
Nikki's hands and unscrewing the lid. Someone was impatient, Jeez. Let Nikki relax first. He took a giant swig and 


wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, giving the bottle back to Nikki with a shudder. "That... that'll sure 
hit the spot." He partially wheezed, clearly biting off more than he could chew. What a big baby. 


"You don't need to impress me." He mumbled, tipping the bottle to his lips as he watched Axl scoff and fix his 
bandanna. "Of course | don't. I'm not one of your little groupies, Sixx." Again, he has a NAME. Nikki only rolled 
his eyes, as they continued to pass the bottle back and worth with not much in the way of small talk. What 
was he supposed to say, anyway? "Hey, wanna fuck?" Well.. yeah. That's exactly what he was supposed to say. 
But like Axl said, he wasn't a groupie. It would NOT be that easy. 


The silence was killing him, though. He needed some type of ice breaker. 


ground. The redhead was currently laying on his back, head hanging over the side. Perfect height for suc---- 
"No. Chicks are a waste of time. Too difficult to have a relationship with. They all just want sex and my 
money.” Well, Nikki doesn't need your money. He does want sex. The alcohol wasn't helping with his self control. 
"That mean you fuck guys then?" He giggled a little bit, as Axl's jaw metaphorically dropped. Guess he wasn't 
expecting that. "Wh-- um. What? No." He forced out between clenched teeth, obviously more than a little bit 


annoyed. Oopsie. 


"Nothing to be ashamed of. We're like, progressive now or something." He wasn't sure if he used the correct 
phrase, but it got the point across. Axl nearly fell off the bed after that, adjusting his position so that he was 
now sitting up, red bandanna dropping to the floor beside the bottle of Jack "Is none of your business who | 


have sex with, now is it?" He snapped, basically admitting his guilt. So he fucks dudes, that gives him more of a 


chance. 


"Maybe not. But with that attitude of yours | can only imagine what you're like in bed" He shrugged, Axl now 
shooting him literal daggers into the side of his head. If looks could kill, right’. The vocalist got off the bed and 
walked up to Nikki, sitting right down in his lap. "| would tear you to shreds, for your information" That 
sounded like a threat, but he was still kinda into it. He shrugged again, twirling a piece of red hair between his 


fingers. "Doubt it." 


Axl leaned into the touch for a moment, as if he was genuinely enjoying intimacy for once in his life. That 
moment didn't last too long, pulling his head back and swatting at Nikki's hand. "Don't do thatt:" He whined, 
resting his head on the other's shoulder. He then yawned, staring over at the window. “Are you falling asleep 
on me?" Nikki asked, amusement in his voice. He felt like he was babysitting now. "Nooo." He drawled out, 
sounding like he was on the brink of exhaustion. Poor kid must've been exhausted from the show earlier. 


Maybe drinking wasn't the best idea. He'd be waking up with a killer hangover. 
Nikki rolled his eyes, mildly disappointed that he didn't get a chance to fuck him into the mattress. One day, 
Nikki. Instead he lifted him up bridal style and took a few short steps over to the bed, literally tucking him in 


before laying down beside him. 


Axl eventually rolled onto his side and draped an arm across Nikki's body, molding into him. Oh no. Now he was 


stuck. 
Nikki had no choice but to eventually fall asleep, draping an arm around the vocalists’ waist. 
(Unrelated to the chapter but cute) 
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Axl is cute sometimes 


Nikki woke up and began to stretch his arms--- until he realized he couldn't move one of them. It was upon 
quick inspection that he noticed Axl was still fast asleep against his body, golden red locks fanning over his 
chest as he listened to the other snore softly. He usually hated snoring, but Axl somehow made it seem sweet 
and adorable. It probably helped that he didn't sound like a car engine that was in the process of dying. 


He snaked his way out of the younger male's grasp, letting out a sigh of relief when he noticed he was still 
asleep. He wanted to enjoy this moment of Axl asleep in his bed for a while longer, okay? It was a once in a 
lifetime experience. He snuck off to brush his teeth and splash cold water on his face, trying to appear like an 


actual person 


Luckily for him Axl was still sleeping, this time fanned out across the entire mattress. Huh. Nikki just stood 
there for a while, definitely being a creep as he admired how goddamn amazing Axl looked while he was asleep. 
He brushed a few strands of hair away from his face, deciding he should get most of his stuff packed before 
waking him up. He had an actual home to get back to. 


While haphazardly shoving shit into his suitcase he heard a yawn and some ruffling off the sheets, glancing 
over to see Axl sitting up and rubbing at his eyes. "Why am | in your hotel room? My head hurts." He 
grumbled, already back to his very sassy self. Nikki shrugged, stepping on his suitcase in order to close it. "You 
got drunk and fell asleep. | didn't feel like waking you up, so." He chuckled, watching Axl raise an eyebrow before 
crawling out of bed. "At least all my clothes are still on" He noted, checking off ‘didn't sleep with the bassist of 
motley crue’ off his list of things that might have happened. 


Nikki lightly flicked him on the forehead, suitcase handle in his other hand. "Hopefully your bandmates didn't 
leave you behind. Only good thing is you already live in this city." Nikki lived in Van Nuys, so he had a bit of a 
trip to make. Oh well. He usually didn't head back with the rest of the band-- which is why he booked hotel 


rooms. Lone wolf, and all that jazz. 


Axl sighed, rubbing the spot Nikki rudely flicked before punching him in the arm. "Ow!" Nikki pouted, acting like a 
wounded animal. "You're a dick, you know that?" Axl mumbled, walking over to the door of Nikki's room and 
tapping his foot against the floor impatiently. "Come on. Lets go." He demanded, acting like Nikki's fucking mom. 


Please don't make that a mental image for him, thanks. 


The bassist sluggishly walked up to the very annoyed Axl Rose, handing him his red bandanna and opening the 
door like a true gentleman. "After you, hot stuff." He teased, only receiving another glare while he put the 
accessory on his head and stepped outside. Ew, sunlight. His eyes burned. "Here. I'll walk you back to the venue 
to see if your bus is still around" He suggested, wrapping an arm around Axl's shoulders. Axl shrugged him 
off, muttering obscenities under his breath. "| can guarantee that they definitely just went home. I'll call my 
manager when | get home and let them know you kidnapped me." Wow, strong words. In Nikki's defense you 


voluntarily went back with him. Cough. 


Nikki snickered, amused at how fucking melodramatic Axl was being. "You'll be fine. There's a payphone right 

there. Call yourself a taxi or whatever." Nikki should probably be doing that too, but he mostly wanted to make 
sure Axl got home first. Not that he CARED ABOUT HIM or anything. That would be gay. He continued to check 
him out while he was on the nearby payphone, hearing him bickering away to whoever was on the other side. "| 
called my manager instead. They're gonna swing by for me. | blamed you, by the way." Of course he did. No big 


surprise there. 


Axl hummed impatiently, just wanting to get away from this brooding, sexy---- annoying, son of a bitch 
standing beside him. He looked so proud of himself. It was HIS fault Axl was in this predicament in the first 
place. Well, he remembered saying yes to spending the night with him-- so it was kinda his own fault. Not that 
he would ever admit that. Nikki was an asshole and completely inconvenienced him. While pondering he decided 


to write his number down, shoving it right into Nikki's pocket. 


"You didn't plant any drugs on me, did you?" Nikki mused, watching Axl's cheeks turn red. "N.o. Weirdo. Its my 

phone number." He said casually, trying to make it sound like less of a big deal. "Oh, so | can get the occasional 

booty call? Thanks." That got him another punch, unsurprisingly. Axl would have gave him a witty response but 
his ride was already turning around the corner. Wow, that was fast. 


Before he left he stood in front of Nikki, lips tilted in a smirk. "Talk to you soon, Sixx." He murmured, before 
spinning on the heel of his boots and walking into the vehicle. That was.. really hot. 


Does that mean he gets a booty call? That better be what that meant. 


Nikki rolled his eyes before calling for a taxi, actually thinking about giving Axl a call tonight. It could be 


interesting. 


someone's got a crushhhh 


After Nikki got home he inevitably crashed, passing out for a good 9 hours before waking up on his own 
accord. Alarm clocks were for pussies. Not like he had anything better to do. They just wrapped up a tour, it 
was time for the band to get some relaxation time before their label pressured them to write another album 


to keep them relevant. 


He ended up searching around for a cigarette, remembering he had a pack of them in the pocket of his pants. 
Once reaching inside he pulled out a slip of paper instead, raising an eyebrow and inspecting it closely. Oh. It was 
Axl's phone number. Would it be too soon to call him and ask what was going on? He didn't wanna come off as 


clingy. He hated clingy people. 


Fuck it. Not like he had anything to lose. It was worth a shot. Throw caution to the wind and all that. He walked 
over to the phone beside his bed and took a deep breath, dialing the number. He better not have given him a 
fake. Not that he would see why he would have to. Not like Nikki asked for it or anything. After a couple of 


rings someone picked up, and a smile immediately appeared on his face. Lame. 


"Hello?" A familiar deep voice piped out on the other end, and Nikki was glad he didn't live with a roommate or 
something. There was a moment of silence, Axl having to say "Helloooo?" again before Nikki really got his wits 
about him. "Hey. Its, uh, Nikki.” jeez, why was he so nervous, Axl was just another musician. Calm yourself, 


Sixx. 


‘Oh. You're not gonna try ask for a booty call, are you?" he sounded sarcastic, but there was still an 
underlying threat in that sentence. Gulp. "Oh man, now this entire phone call was a waste of time!" He 
dramatically sighed, hearing a quiet grumble. "If | was there right now | would be kicking your fucking ass. Be 
grateful.” Oh look, another threat. They just never stop with this guy, do they?. "Don't threaten me with a 
good time, babe." He purred, breaking into laughter. "Kidding. Please don't murder me. Just wanted to see how 
you were doing.’ He didn't feel like egging him on anymore. That would just be cruel. 


Axl hummed, playing with the phone cord. Babe had a nice ring to it, sort of. "I'm. good. How bored did you 
have to be to resort to calling me?" Wow. Rude. "I'm not bored! | just woke up and remembered | had your 


number in my pocket. Maybe | just wanted your company." That really didn't make it sound any less gay. Shit. 


"Ah. Well, you got it. Bye!" And then the line went dead. Did he come on too strong? But he was doing so well 
Shit. He was never getting into that pretty little diva's pants now. Life sucks. 


Nikki had been staring blankly at his fridge when he heard the doorbell ring, figuring it was some jehovah's 
witness trying to "convert" him. Ridiculous. He eventually shut his door when the insensate knocking didn't stop, 
getting ready to tell whoever it was to fuck off. Opening the front door he paused, not expecting who he saw 
on the other side. 


"So, are you gonna keep me waiting any longer? I'm starting to get b o r e d" He teased, tilting his head to the 


side. "Wait, how did you find my address?" He questioned, letting him inside nonetheless. "The notorious heroin 
house? Didn't take me that long. Don't do any junk around me, for the record. | hate that shit." Oh yeah, he 
shot up just before he showed up. Good thing, too. "Don't worry. | don't like an audience." He muttered, walking 


back into the kitchen to resume his vague glancing. 


Axl leaned against the counter, tapping his foot impatiently. "So... you have my company." He drawled out, 
staring at the floor. Nikki nodded, grabbing a beer from the fridge and offering one to the redhead. He 
accepted, mumbling a quick ‘thank you'. "That | do. | can't say | have much to offer in the form of 
entertainment." He wasn't exactly expecting guests. Axl only rolled his eyes, using the bottle opener and taking a 
longggg sip. Coming was probably not a smart idea. 


He started wandering around the mansion, Nikki silently trailing behind him. "It kinda looks like a piece of shit in 
here, man" He commented, kicking a used needle by his foot. "At least try to clean up." Oops. Not the wisest 
thing to leave his needles lying around. Especially not with someone he was trying to seduce. "Wanna see my 
bedroom? It's the nicest room in the house." He nudged him in the side, and this time didn't receive a glare or 


a punch. What was going on. 


"Lead me to it" He smirked, hooking his thumbs along the waistband of his pants. Holy shit. Was.. was he 
actually about to get laid Axl stared at the long staircase, helping himself while Nikki stood there dumbfounded. 
"You coming?" He called from the top, doing a little shimmy with his shoulders. He was bold tonight. 


Nikki fumbled after him, like his legs couldn't possibly move quick enough. The moment he entered his bedroom 
he was shoved against the door, Axl already clashing their lips together. It wasn't too long before they 
switched places, Axl now against the wall with his wrists pinned above his head. "Someone's bold" He cooed, 
quite literally lifting him up and tossing him onto the bed like a ragdoll. "You son of a--- oh fuckkkkkkkk." He 


had a sensitive neck. Cool. 


He made sure to leave a few hickies on his neck just to be a piece of shit, instructing Axl to strip /all/ the 
way down while he searched through his bedside drawers for a condom. Hey, being safe with guys is smart. 
Leave him alone. Axl whined impatiently, swatting at the others thigh. "C'mon. Fuck me, Sixx." Still not using his 
name. Got it. 


With that command, he did just that. The high he experienced from heroin was nothing compared to the high 
he got in bed with Axl Rose. The kid really did a number on him. There were scratches ALL over his back He 


needed a nap. 


He was about to say something to Axl before he heard that familiar snoring, and realized that he passed out 


nearly the moment he shouted Nikki's name. Yes, his first name. Amazing. 


Nikki shrugged, deciding to nestle in beside him before he returned to his sassy self again. Make the moment 
last. 


starry eyes 


You know, Nikki wasn't one to have sex with the same person within 24 hours. Even when he had actual 
girlfriends. Okay, maybe he had commitment issues. Sue him. Drugs were typically his number one priority, 


anyways. That's just the life of a junkie for you. 
Except Axl was different. He couldn't get enough of him. But he didn't initiate this. At all. 


He had just returned from taking a shower (and shooting up, but Axl didn't need to know that. He even said to 
not do it in front of him) when he noticed the redhead was awake, rubbing his eyes and patting the spot beside 
him semi-eagerly. Suspicious. Nikki gingerly layed down in the spot he had previously slept in, putting an arm 
behind his head and just kinda. staring at Axl. He was pretty. 


But it seemed Axl didn't feel like having a domestic conversation. He smiled, scooting down towards the end of 
the bed and just ended up kneeling between Nikki's legs, poking at his inner thigh. "Take em’ off." He muttered, 
avoiding eye contact. Aw, he was actually shy. That was fucking adorable. He was much more confident last 


night. Oh well. He did as he asked, sliding off the very worn-out boxers, tossing them to the side. 


He heard him gulp before really lowering himself down, wrapping a hand around the base of his currently limp 
dick, stroking it /very/ slowly. Nikki usually would've made some snide comment about how he needed to hurry 
up to make him cum-- but he didn't. Not like he was doing a terrible job or anything. Nikki honestly could 
watch the vocalist between his legs sucking him off for HOURS- whether he came or not. 


It was like Axl could read his mind, as he eventually started moving his hand at a faster pace, even glancing up 
before sticking his tongue out and licking a stripe up whatever his hand wasn't covering. That felt GOOD. Even 
caused Nikki to moan a little bit under his breath. Good one. Nikki reached out and moved some golden locks 


away from Axl's face, just so he could see it even more clearly. It was pretty, okay? 


Was it possible to fall in love with the way someone sucked dick?. Axl was over his initial shyness, taking his 
hand away to let his mouth take over. He wrapped his lips around the head and inched his way down, tapping 
one of Nikki's hands and vaguely tried to instruct him to hold his hair out of his face. Roger that. Nikki 
bunched all of Axl's pretty hair up into a messy bun, holding onto it as he watched his head bob up and down. 


Nikki lost most of his composure, hips occasionally bucking upwards to where Axl lightly pinched his skin. Ow. 
Guess he was still in control, even when he was taking a dick in his mouth. "Ax.l." he stuttered out, focusing on 
the tongue currently swirling around in circles around the base of his dick. Yeah, he managed to get all of it 
down. Not that he hadn't been deepthroated before-- but he never expected this. Axl didn't even give him 


head last night, so this was all new to him. 


Axl finally spoke for the first time since Nikki entered the room, briefly popping off his erection with a quick 
"hm?" matched with an eyebrow raise. After not receiving a response for what felt like a millisecond he 


resumed what he was doing, working double time to make up for teasing him like that. This was sure a hell of 


a way to be woken up. 


Although he was trying to hold out as long as he could it was deeming impossible now, and he was sure Axl 
was well aware of that. Just as Nikki was reaching the edge he pulled away, sticking his tongue out and 
replacing his lips with his hand again, giving him quick, erratic pumps. "Cum on my face, Nikki. Allll over my 
pretty face." Wow, even complimenting himself in bed. Typical (jk). 


Could that be his new voicemail? He should record this shit in the future. If there were any future situations, 
that is. Nikki let go of Axl's hair and threw his head back against the pillows, stomach filling up with familiar 
knots before blowing a load /right/ in Axl Rose's face. His cum was on Axl's face. Does this count as marking 
your territory? Or was that only with piss?. 


Nikki felt like a balloon that had just deflated, sinking into the mattress as Axl chuckled and LICKED HIS LIPS. HE 
SWALLOWED HIS NUT. HE DIDN'T KNOW AXL /SWALLOWED/. MARRY HIM NOW. "Did you like it?" he asked, 
wiping whatever he couldn't reach off with his shirt. He had to wear that home, he knew that. right?. 


"Yeah. Yeah. Yes." He repeated like a broken record, as Axl moved beside him and snuggled up. "That's good. I'm 
probably going home soon, so | wanted to give you something to remember me." he coved, kissing his cheek 
before essentially rolling onto the floor. "I. meant to do that.” 


Nikki frowned, making grabby hands at him like a small child "But you have to stay here so you can give me 
head every morning.” He whined, Axl rolling his eyes in response. "I have a life to live, Sixx. Being a sex slave 
isn't a wise career choice." It totally was, but whatever. 

Axl gathered his clothes up and started putting them on, humming under his breath. Wow, Nikki had never 
wanted someone to stay this much before. Was he just really good at sucking dick or did he actually have 
feeli--- nah. That would be stupid 

While lost in thought Axl approached the bed again, tilting his chin up and flashing a coy smile. "Gotta jet. Cab's 
outside." Wait, when did he call a cab? Huh. "See ya" He gave him one last kiss on the lips before disappearing 
from his sight, the front door slamming a few moments later. 

He missed him. This was lame. 


At least he had the lasting mental image of his cock in Axl's mouth. There was always that. 


He still had his number, anyway. 


Get in the ring 


18 hours, 34 minutes, and 27 seconds. That's how long it has been since Axl's cab pulled out of his driveway. 
No, he hadn't been counting the entire time. It was a.. educated guess. Although Nikki was the least educated 
person out there. Don't ask why he'd been counting. Normally he didn't care. Hell, he usually forgot people's 

names after he had sex with them. Sometimes he forgot during (that got him in trouble more than once. Do 


NOT call a woman named Amber, Kristen. She'll slap you). 


Nikki rolled around in his bed, breathing in the pillow case from the side of the bed that Axl had been sleeping 
in. He wasn't going to wash his bedding for a very long time. Would it be too weird to call him again? He missed 
the sound of his voice. He even left the house for the first time outside of touring just to buy his bands’ 
tape. But it wasn't the same and he knew that. God, is this what love felt like? If so he wanted a refund. 


He pulled the crumpled up piece of paper from his pocket, keeping it on him but also having Axl's number 
scribbled on a dozen other various pieces of paper in the off chance that he lost this one. His memory was 
shit, so it wouldn't be a surprise if he did. He reached for the phone on his bedside table, dialing the number 
and waiting patiently. | rung once, twice, and a third time before going to voicemail. Shit. He wasn't even home. 


Did he leave a message? Did Axl even check his messages?. 


Fuck it. At the end of the small message he began speaking, trying to word his message very carefully. "Hey. 
Um. It's Nikki. | was just. bored, | guess, so | thought I'd call you. But you're obviously busy so.. um. Bye." That 
was the stupidest thing that had ever come out of his mouth. Of course he was busy, that's why he didn't 
answer the phone. Stupid, stupid, stupid 


He went into the living room and turned on the television, flipping through channels until he landed on MTV. Oh, 
great. They were playing a Guns N' Roses video. Axl looked /really/ good. Tight leather pants and everything. 


It would be wrong to get off to a music video, right? Then why was that exactly what was happening. Time to 
change the channel. Oh look, a shitty rom-com. Perfect. 


Now all he could think about was holding Axl's hand and going to the movies with him. Bringing him flowers and 
chocolates. Serenading him from his bedroom window. All that gay shit. "GET OUT OF MY FUCKING HEAD." He 
eventually shouted, to no one in particular. This man was surely going to do his head in one day. He needed a 


walk. 


Nikki threw on some sunglasses, a hat, and plain clothing, walking outside and sneaking out down the back lane. 
He didn't feel like signing autographs today. Please don't recognize him. He began to chew on the inside of his 
cheek, idly scratching at his arm. Just junkie things. 


"Nikki?" Oh god. Not now. He didn't feel like speaking to anyone. "What do you wa-- Oh, hey." It was. Slash? What 
was that curly haired punk doing here? This was almost just as bad as running into Axl himself. Slash was 


what he viewed as his best friend The Guns N' Roses equivalent to Tommy. "What's up?" He hated small talk. 


"Nothing. Going for a walk" he grumbled, starting to walk again before Slash caught up to him. Couldn't he see 
that he didn't feel like talking?. 


"Wanna get a drink?" Oh man. Now he had to think of a way to turn him down without sounding too harsh. "l'm 
meeting Axl" Nevermind! Suddenly his schedule was clear. Crazy how stuff like that worked out. "Sure. Lead the 
way." He smiled, taking off the hat to allow his black hair to fall into a mess on his shoulders. 

Surprise, Axl. Nikki would be there to bother you again soon. 


Play it cool, Sixx. This isn't a date. Slash will be there. And you're in public. 


Ugh. 


Estranged 


Nikki followed behind the mess of curls very closely, almost close enough to know how horrible he smelled. In 
his defense, Nikki didn't smell too amazing himself. Probably had the stench of death wherever he went. He was 
technically a walking corpse at this point. He'd been so close to overdosing numerous times throughout his life, 
so that had to count for something as far as the afterlife was concerned. 


The pair entered a dimly lit lounge, being ushered over to the "VIP" area (which was just a bunch of crap, as 
far as he was concerned. Ooo, fancy booths and champagne. Cool.) where Axl was sitting, all by himself. Poor 
baby. His eyes seemed to widen in surprise when he spotted Nikki behind Slash, to which the bassist waved 
meekly in his direction He didn't seem to be expecting him. Well, how could he. Slash DID kinda invite him on a 
whim. "I didn't know you were bringing a plus one, dude." Axl teased, patting the spot beside him to which Nikki 
happily sat down in. 


Slash rolled his eyes, sitting across the circular table on the other side of the booth. "I ran into him on the 
way here. Felt like you'd be happy to see him since you wandered off with him a week ago." The lighting hid his 
soft blush, reaching over and smacking his band mate from across the table. "| was tired of watching Duff and 
Izzy argue. Shut up." He drummed his fingers against the table, still not really addressing Nikki's existence. 


Nikki was dying. Probably literally. Please touch him or something or else he'll melt into the booth and never be 
seen again. Axl had to have been a mind reader, since he gingerly placed a hand on Nikki's arm-- just enough 
to have it be subtle and unnoticeable, but enough to make Nikki's heart jump for joy. Axl didn't even seem to 
be aware he was doing it, as he was entranced by the conversation he was having with Slash. TALK TO NIKKI. 


HE'S HERE. YOU SUCKED HIM OFF ALMOST 4 DAYS AGO. DID THAT MEAN NOTHING TO YOU??? Okay, yeah. It 
probably meant nothing. But still. 


"So, how have you been?" he finally asked, turning to face him with a smile on his face. HOW HAS HE BEEN? 
HE'S BEEN A DAMN MESS THAT'S HOW HE'S BEE-- "Good. Yeah. I've been good" Very smooth, man. Your wide 
vocabulary is very impressive. Axl rose an eyebrow, randomly deciding to ruffle Nikki's already unruly hairdo. 
PLEASE DO THAT AGAIN. IT FELT SO GOOD. HE ALMOST CAME RIGHT THEN AND THERE. Ahem. He began to 
speak to Slash again, about a bunch of band stuff that he didn't really understand. 


Why did he CARE if Axl spoke to him or not? He shouldn't. At all. But his entire emotional balance was all laying 
on getting attention from some snappy vocalist 3 years his junior. Annoying. "I'll be right back." He mumbled, 
receiving a nod from both Slash and Axl. He disappeared into the bathroom, splashing some cold water on his 
face and pacing back and forth. What the fuck was he supposed to do? He could either try to make sense of 
his dumb feelings-- or act like they never happened. But he didn't want to do either. Confrontation was scary, 
but these feelings made him feel so much more alive. 


Feelings were DUMB. He preferred doing heroin. At least it made him feel nothing at all. 


He finally decided he was okay enough to go back to their table so he stepped out into the lounge again, 


starting to approach Axl's table before slowing down Who was that other person with them? He didn't 
recognize her. Was she a waitress? He squinted a bit, getting closer just in time to see Axl pull her down into 
his lap and whisper a bunch of shit into her ear. Her face immediately turned red as he cackled, rubbing her 


arm a little bit. No thanks. That was enough. 


Nikki made some sort of awkward coughing noise before putting his hat on and turning around, hearing a mildly 
confused Slash go "Nikki?" as he walked away and exited the establishment altogether. He shouldn't be so 
surprised. Axl was a newly discovered musician. He was young. Needed to get laid while he was still hot. Nikki 
was the same, usually. But it still hurt. Felt like someone stabbed him in the chest. He wanted the faint pain to 


go away. 
He was quite a ways away when he heard another voice calling his name, but it was too distant to tell if it 
was an actual person or just something he was hallucinating. Oh well. He was just gonna go home and take a 


rice, long nap. 


Don't talk to him for the rest of the year. 


you're all | need 


Author's Notes: 
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disappointed in all of you SINNERS 


Oh man. He fucked up. He /really/ fucked up. Or, he felt like he did. He technically didn't do anything WRONG, 
but.. 


The look on Nikki's face before he walked away made him feel like he just stabbed a small child in front of a 
group of teachers. Just. Something really fucked up that he should not have done. Why was he feeling so 
fucking guilty? There was no REASON to. He was single. Hot. Flirty. A rock star. Yeunno. Like Nikki? 


He didn't even think before almost tossing the waitress off his lap and leaving the building, his reaction 
incredibly delayed as Nikki was nowhere to be seen when he finally called his name. Ugh. He just needed to.. 
explain himself. BUT WAS WAS HE EXPLAINING? He just wanted to get some free booze. Just because he was a 
rock star didn't mean he had tons of money. They weren't /that/ famous yet. He HOPED if he did a little bit of 


sweet talking, the waitress would bring them a bottle free of charge. 


But of course, you wouldn't know that if you just happened to walk in on it. He just didnt see why Nikki looked 
so goddamn HURT. Arrow through the heart and all that. They weren't dating or anything. 


Right? 


Then WHY was he trying to hail a cab to bring him to Nikki's stupid house so he could try and explain himself. 
He felt like he got caught cheating or something. But it wasn't cheating. Because he wasn't really trying to fuck 
that waitress. AND HE WASN'T DATING NIKKI. THEY NEVER ONCE EXCHANGED "will you be my boyfriend?" or 

even established they had any type of relationship. Yeah. They had sex. But that's all it was. 


Or that's what he thought it was. 


Axl successfully got in a cab and gave him Nikki's address, not really knowing how to get there by foot. What 
if he didn't even go home? Then he would just be standing outside his door like an idiot. Great. He didn't even 
need to be doing this, you know. 


He payed the driver and made his way down the driveway, walking up to the front door and giving it a few 
gentle knocks. "Nikkii?" He called out, trying to peer through the tinted windows. No luck. Did he not knock 
loudly enough? Not like he could call him. He had a "cell phone" but it was a giant brick that didn't have much 
use to carry around. His pants were WAY too tight. They needed to do something about that. It was help if he 


could figure out where he was. 


Axl tapped his foot impatiently against the door mat, Nikki's hurt face repeating over and over in his head. He 
was such an ass. Wait. No he wasn't. He had no reason to not be a slut. He could do what he wanted. He was 


hot and single. But Nikki... 


"Look. If you're here and just ignoring me, then I'm sorry. | guess. | feel stupid for apologizing because | still 
don't know why | am in the first place. Call me or something!" He shouted, grumbling under his breath before 
realizing he was stuck trying to find a payphone to get a cab. Ugh. 


‘Its. okay. Wanna come inside?" He heard a timid voice come from behind the door, Nikki poking his head out. 
Oh, he was here the entire time. Asshole. Axl continued to grumble as he walked inside, stomping his boots 


right into the kitchen to help himself to a drink "Thanks for making me wait so long." Still salty. 


Nikki rolled his eyes, staying in the hallway while he watched Axl parade around like he owned the place. "I was 
busy." Of course he was. "Well, still. | was worried. You looked sad before you left” he stated, taking a sip of 


Pepsi while situating himself on the counter. 

"Wasn't sad. Didn't except you to be hitting on some slut, that's all" He kept a safe distance, entering the 
kitchen but keeping himself closer to the doorway. "She wasn't a slut. Just a waitress | was trying to get a 
free bottle from. I'm frugal" He said defensively, Nikki visibly deflating. "..You could have always asked me to 
get one. It wouldn't have been a big deal." 

"Whatever. Anyways, | was just trying to wow her a little bit to get free shit. | don't get why you even cared." 
He sighed, playing with a piece of his hair as Nikki just kinda. brewed away in the corner. What was up with 
him? 

"Axl, l.. Well. You're just... |... | like you a lot. | guess | got jealous. l'm 28 and | have a stupid crush and | don't 
know what to do. I'm sorry.” 

Oh no. 

Oh jeez. 

Shit. 


He was speechless. 


"Hold on" He mumbled, hopping off the counter and dashing upstairs to the bathroom. He couldn't do this right 


now. That was way too much to process. 


Fuck his life. 


stick to your guns 
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Axl rushed into the bathroom and locked the door behind him, putting down the lid in order to sit on the toilet 
with his knees tucked against his chest. Small boy. 


Nikki actually just said he had a crush on him?? As in romantic feelings’? What. They barely knew each other 
that well. They had only properly hung out three times. Maybe four if he counted today. How could he have 
feelings for Axl at all? He was an emotional wreck. If he got to know him for who he truly was, he would 


despise him. 


"He only likes what | decide to show him. Its not fair to him." he mumbled to himself, tucking strands of hair 
behind his ear. Axl was constantly depressed, got angry at the drop of a hat, had more mental issues than he 
could count on his fingers (and toes). Kill him right now. There was no way he would be able to go out there 


and face Nikki. He would be expecting some kind of response. 
Speak of the devil 


There was a knock at the door, Axl shooting his head up and sighing under his breath. "Axl? Are you.. are you 
okay? You didn't jump out the window right?" That almost made him chuckle, bitterly. He moved around a bit, 
walking up to the door but keeping it locked. "No. I'm not that clever." he stated, just loud enough to be heard 
through the other side of the door. 


"Can | come in? | just want to apologize." He tried turning the handle, not being able to successfully get inside 
on his own. Axl chewed the inside of his cheek, hesitating before unlocking the door before making his way back 
over to the covered toilet seat. Confrontation wasn't his thing. 


The door opened and Nikki stepped inside, appearing incredibly anxious and concerned simultaneously. "I'm sorry 
for what | said. It was way too forward and you're probably really creeped out" He babbled, avoiding eye 


contact as he scratched at his forearm. Either he needed a fix or he was really THAT nervous. 


Axl shook his head, poking at his own bottom lip. "Didn't creep me out. Just surprised me. And confused me. 
You barely know me, dude." He pointed out, vaguely gesturing to himself. "You've known me for like. a week? | 


just don't see what you like about me except the sex." He WAS amazing in bed, not to brag or anything. 


Nikki blushed the moment sex was mentioned, continuing to fidget and squirm. He was totally itching to shoot 
up soon. It was annoying to watch. "Can you just stand still? You're just as bad as any other junkie." Ouch, that 
one stung. See? He could be really nasty when he wanted to be. 


The fidgeting stopped, and a frown appeared on Nikki's lips. "Oh, sorry. | liked you before the sex, for your 
information” Someone was defensive. But that was pretty cute, or something. Made him crack a smile. "Really? 


Then what is it?" Might as well milk him for compliments while he still could. 


"Well. Your face is like. super good. You're funny. Uh. You have an attitude which | find really attractive. You're 
talented. You can be nice if you feel like it. Uh." A man of many words. Wow. He was s w o o n in g. That was 


honestly the sweetest thing he's heard in a very long time, there was no denying that. 


Axl got up from the toilet seat, hooking his thumbs in the loops of his pants. "I'm a bad person, Nikki. You sure 
you wanna get involved in this? You'll learn to hate me." He tilted his head, quickly licking his lips. Nikki was in 
for a world of hurt. Well, he would try to avoid that. Hurting him. But. he had issues. You can't always control 


them. It was human. 


Nikki eyed him up and down, pursing his lips for a moment before nodding. "Yeah. We don't have to. you know, 
date yet, but | want to spend more time with you." Wow. He knew how to be romantic. This was weird. 


"Yeah, sure. I'll stay the night if you want" Might as well. His place was huge. That just meant getting a dog 
sitter for his lil pupper back home. Oh well. 


The bassist GRINNED, giving Axl a messy kiss on the cheek. "Sounds good. I'll be right back. Gotta take my 


medicine." And he was gone, off to do disgusting junkie crap. 
He'd have to get clean if Axl would ever consider being exclusive. He didn't date junkies. 


Sigh. 


all in the name of... 
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Things were going much better than Nikki expected them to. They have successfully kept their little agreement 
under wraps, with no one really suspecting much of anything other than Tommy making a stupid comment 
about "Little Red" here and there---which earned him a sucker punch each and every time from the redhead 
in question. Media hadn't noticed, considering Nikki never left his house, and Slash was insanely oblivious-- even 


though he hung out with the pair of them multiple times. Phew. 


Axl was currently in the bathroom taking a shower, making sure he was nice and clean. Like usual. For a rock 
star he sure cared about his hygiene more than most people. Guess that's how he stayed so damn pretty. 
Maybe Nikki should start making some type of effort, maybe then Axl would be a little more touchy-feely 
with him. He didn't act majorly affectionate outside of the bedroom. It was mildly upsetting. 


Its been even worse recently. Axl would squirm out of his arms when he held him from behind, stayed stiff 
as a board when he tried to give him hugs and a kiss on the cheek, etc. Had he been smothering him too much 


or something? Surely he would SAY something. Not like Axl wasn't one to speak his mind or anything. Tch. 


Nikki just wanted to love on his (kind of) boo. Was that too much to ask? It was great to watch him turn into 
a mess underneath him, but sometimes cuddling would be rice too. He twiddled his thumbs, flopped onto his 
mattress while staring at the ceiling. Various clothing items of Axl's were strewn across the floor, essentially 


making this room his domain. 


He heard the water stop in the distance, and mentally prepared himself for the awkward silence that would 
form the moment Axl stepped into the room. He felt like he'd been walking on glass (haha, song pun) with him 
lately. Guess he did warn him when he said he was a mess. 


Foot steps approached the door before ceasing, Nikki raising an eyebrow. "The doors open?" He called out, a 
little confused at the fact he didn't just walk in. There was another moment of silence before hearing the door 
creak open, Axl having a towel wrapped around his waist as he searched around for (somewhat) clean clothes. 


He ended up grabbing something that belonged to Nikki and tossed it on, shaking his head like a wet dog would. 
"You okay?" He decided to ask, watching Axl visibly tense up and sigh in annoyance. Okay, never mind then. 
Damn. SORRY HE ASKED. Nikki rolled onto his side, feeling the bed lower as Axl sat down in it. He took this as a 
chance to lay his head on the others lap, before his leg-pillow disappeared from beneath him. 


"Can you just not touch me for a few minutes? It's like you're always fucking. hanging off me." He snapped, 


rubbing his temples with his eyes closed. Erm. Okay then. Nikki clicked his tongue against the roof of his 
mouth, scooting away while crossing his arms across his chest. "Don't get how | can be romantic if you won't 


even let me hug you." 


Axl twitched, staring at his hands while scoffing under his breath. "You're not romantic. You just like to fuck 
me before and after you shoot up." He laughed bitterly, side-eyeing Nikki. Well, he was wrong but he didn't 
really blame him for thinking that. Junkies tended to put drugs before everything. But Nikki wasn't like that! He 
promised! He just needed them to function. 


"You're the one that lets me fuck you. And the drugs aren't even a big deal. | can still love you. Not some 
fuckin’ robot" That's exactly what he was, but whatever. He was in denial. Axl laughed again, this time acting 
like he had just heard the funniest joke in years. "You're really gonna tell me a fucking junkie can be capable of 
forming any type of emotional bond with someone? You're a fucking liar, Sixx." He was fidgeting a lot now, 


getting up and pacing back and forth. 


"Junkies are useless. I'm surprised you can even produce songs. Cool to know your dick still works, | guess." He 
was playing with his hair, looking like steam was about to come out of his ears. Nikki was staying oddly calm, 
mostly just too high to care about what he was saying. 


Axl stomped his foot, noticing that Nikki was just staring off into the distance. "Are you even LISTENING to 
me? Can't bitch and complain that l'm distant when it's like I'm not even here when | try to talk about real 
issues. You know what? Keep doing your fucking drugs. All you junkies are the same. Useless and a waste of 
time. Have fun ROTTING in here, you piece of fucking shit." He spat on the floor, hurriedly shoving all of his 
clothing into a suitcase before knocking over a vase and leaving the room, making sure to slam the door behind 


him. 


Nikki had a very delayed reaction, not even realizing what happened until he heard the vase shatter on the 
floor and the door slam behind him. Oh. Man. This was bad, wasn't it? 


He stumbled out of bed and down the hallway, a piece of the vase getting lodged in his foot without him paying 
much attention to it. As he limped out the front door he could see Axl getting into a cab at the end of his 
driveway, glancing up momentarily but getting inside the vehicle anyway, driving away while Nikki's foot gushed 
blood. 

Great. 


Now he had no one. 


Heroin it is. 


merry go round 
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Its been two and a half months since Axl left Nikki's house and cut off all contact with him. They've been 
heavily promoting their debut album, which came out just around the time they first hooked up. So he kinda 
sees him on TV all the time. Which is really shitty. Hard to forget about someone that won't seem to go away. 


Nikki stumbled into the kitchen, feeling like he was literally floating above the ground. He had been really 
overdoing it with the drugs lately, mostly because he didn't give a shit anymore. Axl told him to rot in here, 
and thats what he planned on doing. He grabbed a glass of water and downed it all in one go, sighing loudly. 


After scribbling in his "diary" (which was really just a stack of papers in no actual order) he sat himself down 
in his fancy arm chair, poking away at his arm and trying to find any visible veins. He's pretty sure most of 


them have collapsed at this point in time. Having a hard time actually finding places to inject now. 


He searched his arms and legs for what felt like forever, grumbling under his breath. He's injected it into his 
dick once, and he'll do it again if he has totally ran out. Actually, injecting it into his dick kinda sucked and was 
the worst thing ever, so no thanks. 


Lo and behold, he finally found a vein! It was pretty shallow, but it was visible enough to work and that's all 
that mattered. He got some new shit from a dealer that said it was pretty good, so he might as well try it. 
Why not, right? He didn't really care if he lived or died. 


He better get this done quick, though. He hired some cleaning company to make his place look somewhat 
inhabitable. Hopefully they ignored all the needles littering the place. Well, they should know what to expect if 
they're cleaning Nikki Sixx's place. Teh. 


He tied himself off and got all the materials ready, humming under his breath. The television in the background 
was playing various music videos, and to his luck ‘Welcome To The Jungle came on. Ugh. Not this one. Axl looks 


hot in it. But he was too far away from the remote, so guess he'd just have to suffer. 

He was finally ready, injecting it into that one shallow vein and dropping the needle beside him. He didn't even 
have enough energy to get the tourniquet off. Hell, his mind was quickly going numb. Everything was fuzzy. He 
didn't know what was going on. He heard a knock on his front door before everything went black. 


--Axl-- 


Axl was pacing in his room, AGAIN. He did this constantly, and his band mates were honestly getting worried 
about him. Slash was situated in the corner while this happened, but the vocalist payed him no mind. "Dude?" 
he heard from the other man, rolling his eyes and stopping dead in his tracks. "What." Jeez, don't bite his head 
off or anything. 


"Are you like. okay? You've been acting strange for a couple of months now." Axl sighed, shaking his head 
quickly. "Not okay. But it's fine. I'll get over it” He just missed Nikki. But he exploded on him, and that was that. 
He didn't date junkies. It was too hard on him. Who knows when they'll turn up dea--- 


RING! RING! RING! 


He rose an eyebrow, walking over to the phone and answering cautiously. Hopefully this wasn't Nikki. He'd been 
calling periodically when he was high out of his mind. "Hello?" he mumbled, furrowing his eyebrows while Slash 
stared at him from the corner. "Hello. Is this Axl Rose?" an unfamiliar voice replied, sounding much too serious 


for Axls liking. 


"Um, yes." Okay, now he was worried. What was going on?. "Well, according to this file you're listed as one of 
Nikki Sixx's emergency contacts and." He's an emergency contact? Why? They weren't together that long! ".and 
| regret to inform you he has been announced dead on arrival. He is located at _______ hospital if you wish 
to make any kind of arrangements. I'm sorry for your loss." There was suddenly a bunch of commotion in the 


background, Axl hearing an unfamiliar name shout "Nikki Sixx? Come on. We can do this." in the background. 


"IIl. be right there." He hung up, not even mentioning a word to Slash before quite literally running out the 
front door. Who needed taxi's. 


He refused to let Nikki die on him. 


Please. 


don't cry 


Saying that he was panicking would be a severe understatement. Axl was currently freaking the fuck out, 
running down the street like a crazy person Anyone he passed likely thought he was high or losing his fucking 
mind. The latter wasn't an incorrect assumption, since he sure as hell felt like he was. He passed by a store 
that had a radio playing, immediately hearing ‘Nikki Sixx was pronounced dead! and yada yada. They don't like to 
wait, do they? 


He heard someone trying to save him! He wasn't gonna give up hope until he got there and saw him laying in 


the morgue with his own eyes. He loved Nikki, even if he couldn't admit it to himself. He did. Truly. 


Axl was exhausted by the time he reached the hospital, running roughly 30 minutes straight without stopping. 
Adrenaline was a magical thing. The moment he bursted through the front door he began panting heavily, 
nearly collapsing against the front desk. "Nikki Sixx. Is he. Is he okay? | just. | ran here as fast as | could. Please 
tell me he isn’t really dead. It's all I've been hearing. Please." He started sobbing, a nurse gasping and quickly 
dialing the number of a doctor to the front desk 


He was approached by someone who appeared to be quite young, around Axl's age. He was a nurse, not a 
doctor. But he was. smiling? "Hey, you're Axl Rose, right?" He asked, Axl only nodding a bit in response. The 
nurse grinned, shaking his hand. "Nice! Cool to meet you. | have some good news. | kind of rambo-d him using 


the defibrillator and.. he lived. Like, he's alive. He's recovering right now. He isn't supposed to have visitors bu- 


Axl shoved past him then, the young nurse following behind him. "He's in room 402. Be careful. He might be a 
little confused" he muttered, before letting him haul ass into his boyfriend-not-boyfriend's hospital room. 


"HOW COULD YOU?" He screamed, hearing a few people pause and poke their heads inside the room, before 
shaking them and slowly closing the door. Nikki squinted at him, rubbing his eyes. "Huh? Axl?" He seemed pretty 
out of it, but that didn't mean he wasn't still pissed off. "YOU ALMOST FUCKING DIED. WAIT. NO. YOU /DID/ 


DIE" he was fuming, stomping back and forth while Nikki tried to gain consciousness. 


He was finally able to sit up, ripping the IV out of his arm and giving himself a slap in the face. "Axl? Come 
here. I'm alive. See?" he tried to calm him down, holding out his hand while Axl slapped it away. "No. Don't 
TOUCH me. You're a piece of work, you know that?" He twitched, sitting down on the floor and hugging himself. 
"It felt like my heart stopped just like yours apparently did" He was SO scared. 


Nikki hopped off the bed, recovering fairly quickly considering he was dead for a while. He leaned down and 
wrapped his arms around Axl, kissing the top of his head. "lm okay. It'll get sorted. They'll realize I'm not dead 


and things will go back to normal." He murmured, helping him uup and giving his hand a gentle squeeze. 


Axl shook his head, getting tired of being so angry. "Lets just. go. | don't want to be here anymore. Lets go 
home." Slash could take care of his dog for a while. He refused to leave Nikki alone after what just happened. 


No way. 


They ended up sneaking out the back without properly discharging him, having to call and make some excuse to 
the hospital later. Luckily they ran into some die-hard fans that gave them a ride back to Nikki's place. God 


bless fans, am | right?. 


After entering his house he sighed, rubbing his temples and noticing how pristine it was. "Cleaning crew. Guess 
they did their job even after finding me and watching me get whisked away in a stretcher. Very impressive." 
Axl only laughed bitterly, running his hands through his hair. "Please never do anything like that again. | was so 


scared. And | never get scared." He whispered, eyes watering. 


Nikki walked up to him, wiping the tears from his eyes with his thumbs, flashing a small smile. "I promise. I'l 
try my best to go clean. Just for you, okay? | know you don't date junkies.” 


Axl only sucker punched him, and made his way upstairs to take a much needed shower while Nikki recorded a 


new voice mail. 


Typical Nikki. His band mates were gonna HATE him. 


too fast for love 


Axl ended up just standing underneath the shower head, letting the hot water cascade down his body while he 
stared blankly at the tiles in front of his face. This still felt completely fucking surreal, and he was stil 
attempting to wrap his mind around it. Nikki DIED. He was apparently dead for an entire 2 minutes. Usually they 


give up after 30 seconds or so. 


He just started.. crying. No, straight up bawling his eyes out. He had NEVER been so scared of losing someone 
before. And they hadn't even spoken in a few months. He just. He really loved him. It was scary. Loving a junkie 
was absolutely terrifying. You never know when you'll wake up and get a message saying that they passed 


away. 


Nikki presumably heard him crying as the bathroom door opened, Axl trying to stop the tears. "Axl? You 
okay?" he called out from the other side of the curtain, peering inside after the lack of response. "Yeah. l-l'm.. 
I'm fine. Just give me a minute and I'll be right there." He forced out, Nikki only frowning but granting his 
wishes and leaving him alone. 


He hurried up with his shower, washing his hair and getting out to wrap a towel around his waist. Nikki was 
waiting for him in the living room, patting the spot beside him. "Come here. You're upset." 


Axl rose an eyebrow, sitting down and slapping him right in the face. "Upset is an understatement. A severe 
one." He hissed, taking a deep breath to try and calm himself down. Nikki held his cheek, not retaliating since he 
definitely deserved that one. "I can't even begin to comprehend how | felt when | got that phone call. He said 
you were announced DEAD, Nikki." he continued to yell, leg bouncing up and down. 


Nikki stared down at his lap, nodding meekly. "I know. | know." He didn't know what to say. Axl was losing it. "Well 
that's fucking lovely, but just. |. Nikki | ran to the hospital just. Knowing you were probably dead. Nothing else 
mattered to me in that moment than seeing you alive. | don't know what the fuck | would have done if you 


were actually gone." He started crying again, Nikki panicking and wrapping an arm around his shoulders. 


"Axl, Baby, I'm alive. Look. You can feel me. I'm here." He was trying to calm him down as best as he could, but 
was having a lot of difficulty. Axl was manic, so there was only so much he could do when he got like this. 
"But there was a high chance | would never feel you again! Do you not care about anyone else in your life? Is 
heroin the only thing that matters to you?" He was a mix between angry and relieved, and it was hard to 


comprehend how he was feeling. 


‘lm sorry. | don't think. You're right. It looks like | don't care but | promise you that | do. My body just couldn't 
function and it was hard" he began to rub the redhead's back, cooing softly. Axl visibly deflated, giving up on 


actually being angry with him. It wasn't solving any of his problems, anyhow. 


"Please. Please never do that to me again. | can't lose you. | really can't" He buried his face against Nikki's 


chest, notiicng how thin he'd really gotten since they last spoke-- which only made him cry again Cry baby. 


Nikki sighed, running his fingers through Axl's damp hair. "I won't. I'll try to be better for you. | want to be 
better for you." He watched as the other man glanced up at him, those beautiful eyes sparkling with tears. He 


was so gorgeous. How was he even real?. 


Axl just made eye contact with him for what felt like a century, finally mustering up the courage to say 


something he should have said a whole hell of a long time ago. 

"| love you, Nikki." 

Nikki's entire face turned dark red, not believing what he just heard. Did he. Did he just say that he loved him? 
AXL ROSE LOVED HM? WAS THIS REAL LIFE? Huh. Only took him (literally) dying to get a reaction from him. 
Ahem. 

He leaned down to close the distance, pecking his lips gently. Couldn't get too frisky. He was still weak as hell. 
Had no idea if he could even get it up right now. They gave the poor guy a LOT of painkillers. Axl looked really 
good though... Ugh. 


| love you too, Axl. So much. | will make you proud, okay?" He replied, pinching his cheek and even getting a bit 
of a laugh from him. That's better. He just wanted to see /his/ boy happy. 


They weren't technically dating yet, but he planned on changing that. Soon. Like, right now. 


"Hey, Axl. How would you feel about being my boyfriend. Like, officially." He asked nervously, twiddling his 
thumbs and promptly avoiding eye contact. This was a big deal. 


The younger man gasped, actually placing a hand in front of his mouth. Jeez, it was like Nikki proposed to him 
or something. Well, commitment in any way was a big deal for him. For both of them. 


"l. um. Yes. | would feel good about that. Just. Please try to get clean. | can't deal with you dying on me again" 


he said, wiping some tears away from his cheeks. 


"| promise not to die again" He insisted, deciding this was a good time to drown him in kisses. 


His baby. 


hotter than hell 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter will be the last one until | start the sequel. It'll be released a few days after this one ends. Keep 
an eye out. It'll be called ‘Nightrain 2. IM ALSO SORRY IF THIS IS UNORGANIZED AND POORLY WRITTEN BUT | 
WANTED TO RELEASE IT AND. AAAH. So pls be nice | know this isn't the best but | hope u like it. There will be 


a sequel with a way happier storyline. 


Things were actually starting to look up. Nikki got sober (for good), him and Axl were still in love. They still 
hadn't released anything official to the public, but there were more than a few suspicious looking paparazzi 
photos floating around in magazines and such. It was none of the public's business what they did together, 


anyway. Nikki was happy, Axl was happy, and that was that. 


Well, they were mostly happy. Axl would randomly have major depression spills and not talk to him for DAYS, 
just lock himself in the bedroom and cry at random intervals. When he finally let Nikki inside the room he 
acted like nothing happened, giving him a kiss and walking off to make himself lunch. It kinda freaked him out, 


especially since he was sober and couldn't even blame this on drugs. 


The only people that DID know about their relationship were all the members of both Motley Crue AND Guns 
N' Roses. None of them seemed to care too much, but Vince was always at least a little opinionated. "What if 
you break up? | can't have you being a depressed piece of shit” and stuff like that. He didn't really make Nikki 
feel better whenever Axl was acting funny. It was like he didn't know what depression was. Typical California 


boy. 


Axl was having a happy day, luckily. While Nikki was reminiscing he ended up coming downstairs and sitting down 
in his lap, giving him a big ol smooch on the cheek. "Hey, sugar." He murmured, Nikki chuckling under his breath 
and wrapping an arm around his waist. "Hey there. Have a nice sleep?" he asked, hearing a car pull into the 


driveway. Huh, he wasn't expecting any visitors. 


The redhead glanced over at the door, a pout on his lips as he hopped out of Nikki's lap and stood up straight. 
"Damn. Thought we'd have the day to ourselves without being interrupted by your gang of blithering idiots." He 
teased, opening the door just as Tommy and Vince entered, Mick trailing in quietly behind them. Ah, Mick 
Always the father figure of the group. 


Tommy immediately highfived Nikki while Vince glanced over at Axl, giving him a forced smile before patting 
Nikki on the shoulder. "Hope you don't mind the surprise visit, man. We were bored and figured you could use 
the company. Didn't realize your housewife was here" He said, Axl only scoffing and walking off to make 
himself a cup of coffee. 


He ALWAYS had to make some type of snide comment, didn't he? He claimed to not hate Axl, but he really 


doubted that. He's been weird around him ever since him and Izzy got into a fight. Even though Axl technically 
had nothing to do with that. But he knew how Vince was, and he was definitely the pettiest person he had the 
displeasure of knowing. Well, he loved the guy but. you know, it got tiring hearing him diss his boyfriend 
everyday for the past couple of months. He's surprised Axl hadn't ripped his head off. 


"Yeah. Okay. Well, if you're gonna stick around you'll have to keep the smart ass comments to yourself, bro." 
He mumbled, smiling at Axl who was still in the kitchen before raising an eyebrow at Vince. The Blonde rolled 
his eyes, looking down at his shoes. "Yeah, yeah. Whatever." That sounded like the furthest thing from a 
garuntee, but he'd take it. 


Axl came back with a few mugs and gave one to everyone, even Vince. "You didn't poison this, right?" He asked, 
looking up at Axl with a smirk on his lips. "I forgot. Remind me next time." He seethed, Tommy and Mick 
awkwardly mumbling thank yous before they all sat down. Axl kept himself close to Nikki's side, Vince sitting 
opposite from the two of them. 


"We were thinking about heading to the strip club. Your girls miss you, Nikki. Said you don't swing by anymore! 
You were pretty popular." He teased, Axl quietly fuming beside him. He was really trying to rile him up today, 
wasn't he?. "Uh, I'm good, man. | don't need strippers." He gave his boyfriend a gentle pat on the leg, trying to 


calm him down a bit. 


Vince wasn't stopping. "| doubt Little Red over here is really keeping you satisfied. You're always telling me you 
can't hangout because he's throwing a hissy fit or something." That was taken out of context. Ugh. Axl scooted 
away from Nikki, taking a few deep breaths to calm himself down. "Aw, look He's gonna get all upset again" 
SHUT UP, VINCE. 


"You know what? Go to the fucking strip club. Get herpes. | don't care. Maybe Vince is right, yeah? | can't keep 
you satisfied. I'm too ‘depressed’. Fuck yourself" He got up, knocking the glass out of Vince's hands before 


running upstairs and slamming the door. Oh no. There was no getting him out of there. 


Nikki put his face in his hands, shaking his head quickly. "Why did you do that? I'm pretty sure he just broke 
up with me. What the FUCK, Vince." He was trying to stay calm, but that look on the vocalists’ face wasn't 
making matters any better. "Does that matter? He's just a pretty face. I'm surprised you're even still messing 
with him." He shrugged his shoulders, getting up and wiping the coffee off his leather pants. 


"We'll be at the club if you need us." He grabbed Tommy and Mick, leaving the house and slamming the door as 
the car peeled out of the driveway. Oh no. Oh no no no. Nikki immediately ran upstairs, leaning against the door 
of his and Axl's bedroom. "Baby? He's gone. I'm sorry about what he said | promise he didn't mea--" He was 
cut off by the door randomly opening, Axl dragging a suitcase behind him and causing Nikki to almost fall flat 


on his face. 


Waitt. "Axl? Where the fuck are you going? You can't be serious, can you?" He shouted from the end of the 
hallway, getting over his initial shock and running after him. This was so many levels of BAD. "I'm leaving. | don't 


want to be here. | can't be here. | need space. Or something. Vince was right. I'm a depressed piece of shit." He 


said in a monotone voice, having already called a taxi. 

So. This was it, huh?. 

"He's never right. Vince is the most wrong person ever. Very wrong. He's just bitter over the Izzy thing and 
he's taking it out on you. I'll talk to him. Don't leave." He felt like actually getting on his knees and BEGGING, 
that's how desperate he was right now. Axl only shook his head, opening the front door to wait outside for his 
ride. 

‘Its over, Nikki. At least for now. | wouldn't wait up, though. There's plenty more fish in the sea. Love you, 
sugar." He coved, giving him one last kiss on the cheek before spotting the yellow taxi at the end of the 
driveway. Without looking back he began to walk away from Nikki, not even slowing down or breaking his speed. 


The last thing he saw was Axl place his suitcase in the trunk of the car and get into the passenger seat, 
looking over at Nikki just as it began to drive away. For good. 


"Love you, sugar.” 
Three words he would never unhear. Not for a very long time. 


Axl was gone. And it was all his fucking fault. 


